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We sabred the two volunteers guarding the warehouse, and
got to the stuff, and then the fun began. I saw one brave
little cossack climb on to the top of the cistern, evidently
intending to draw out spirit through the top with a horse-
bucket. But he fell in and was drowned, The floor was a
concrete one, the spirit poured all over it up to our knees,
and the cossacks went wading about in the liquor, bending
down and drinking like horses in a stream, from right under
their feet. And they lay down on the spot.,., There'll be
more than one drink himself to death! And we did ourselves
proud there too! We don't need much: we rolled back a
barrel holding a good five bucketfuls, and that's enough for
us. Drink your fill, my soul' In any case our Gentle Don
is finished, Platon all but got drowned. They flung him
down on the floor and held him by his feet, He took a
couple of mouthfuls and was ready to snuff out, I pulled
him away by sheer force!"
All of them smelt strongly of spirit, onion and tobacco,
Gregor had a slight feeling of nausea, of dizziness. Smiling
a weak, exhausted smile, he closed his eyes.